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124 THE WOMAN I ENVIED 


much you envied her. The day before I went to Chicago, she said to 
me, ‘Rebecca has changed. Have you noticed?’ I asked her in what 
way she thought you had changed. She said, ‘She’s looking younger 
and younger every day. Her voice has new color in it and her skin 
seems to have taken on a fresh life. It’s as though she and I have 
changed places. I don’t think she envies me any longer. I think she’s 
got what she’s wanted.’ ” 

“What did you say to that?” 

“T didn’t say anything. I went to Chicago.” 

Well, Abner did die. Although it was expected, it was unexpected. 
He was found dead sitting on a bench along Riverside Drive where 
he sometimes sat and fed the pigeons. Victor and I were married 
and for auld lang syne we spent our wedding night in one of the 
motels we used to frequent. I sold my business to a syndicate of 
lascivious Arabs. Now Victor goes to his office and I stay home 
writing and trying to look after his children. I’ve sold several short 
stories, there’s my autobiography due next autumn, and at present 
I’m plotting a very overheated novel. 

At first we talked of joining our two apartments into one huge 
apartment, but Victor decided his held too many memories of Ros- 
alie, so we rented it to a very attractive writer named Miranda 
Braggiotti. I believe she’s famous for several books on the occult and 
Victor thinks she dabbles in witchcraft. 

It’s too amusing what happened when { met her at the elevator 
this morning with Nicholas and Evangeline morosely in tow. She 
gave us a strange, mysterious look and said to me, “You know some- 
thing, Mrs. Appleby?” I can hear her voice now—soft, insinuating, 
somewhat menacing. “I envy you very much.” 
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